144                                 LOTH AIR.

There TV as a stir in Mrs. Campian's boi; a gentleman
entered and seated himself. Lothair concluded he was an
invited guest, and envied him. In about a quarter of an
hour the gentleman bowed and retired, and another person
came in, and one whom Lothair recognised as a young man
who had been sitting during the first act in a stall beneath
him. The system of paying visits at the Opera then flashed
upon his intelligence, as some discovery in science upon a
painful observer. Why should he not pay a visit too ? But
how to do it ? At last he was bold enough to open the
door of his own box and go forth, but he could find no
attendant, and some persons passing his open door, and
nearly appropriating his lodge, in a fit of that nervous
embarrassment which attends inexperience in little things,
he secured his rights by returning bailled to his post.

There had been a change in Mrs. Campian's box in the
interval. Colonel Campian had quitted it, and Mr. Phoebus
occupied his place. Whether it were disappointment at
his own failure or some other cause, Lothair felt annoyed.
He was hot and cold by turns; felt awkward and blun-
dering ; fancied people were looking at him; that in some
inexplicable sense he was ridiculous; wished he had never
gone to the Opera.

As time, and considerable time, elapsed, he became even
miserable. Mr. Phoebus never moved, and Mrs. Campian
frequently conversed with him. More than one visitor had
in the interval paid their respects to tho lady, but Mr.
Phoebus never moved. They did riot stay, perhaps because
Mr. Phoebus never moved.

Lothair never liked that fellow from tho first. Sympathy
and antipathy share our being as day and darkness share
our lives. Lothair had felt an antipathy for Mr. Phoebus
the moment he saw him. He had arrived at Belmont
yesterday before Lothair, and he had outstayed him. These
might be Aryan principles, but they were not the principles
of good breeding.